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UPON 


: EDMUND the Gardiner, getting ROSE, 
| the Milk-Maid, with Child. 
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EI Wine turn a Spark, and Ale 
el huftlikea Hector, 
Let Pluto drink Coffee, and Fove his 
| 8 2 5 rich NeCtor ; $ ; 
A Neither Cyder nor Sherry, 
n Metheglin nor Perry, 
— Sfhall no more make me Drunk, which 
the Vulgar call merry: | 
Theſe Drinks o'er my Fancy no more ſhall prevail, 
But PI] take a full Soop at the merry Milk-pail. 
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In Praiſe of a Dairy I purpoſe to ſing, 


But all Things in Order firſt, God ſave the Ning; 
1 5 B And 


(4) 
And the Queen T may lay, 
That ev'ry May- Day, | 
Has many fair Dairy-Maids, all fine and gay! 
Aſſiſt me fair Damſels to finiſh this Theam, 
And inſpire my Fancy with Strawberries and Cream. 


Ihe firſt of fair Dairy-Maids, if you'll believe, 
Was Adam's own Wife, your Great-Grandmother Eve; 
8 She milk'd many a Cow, | Fe 
As well ſhe knew how, 
Tho? Butter was then not ſo cheap as*tis now: 
She hoarded no Butter nor Cheeſe on a Shelf, 
For Butter and Cheeſe in thoſe Days made it ſelf. 


In that Age, or Time, there was no coin'd Money, 
Yet the Children of Iſrael fed on Milk and Honey ; 
: No Queen you could {ce 
Of the higheſt Degree, ; 

But would milk the Brown Cow with the meaneſt ſhe ; 
Their Lambs gave them Cloathing, their Cows gave 
them Meat, nr 8 | 

Thus in Peace and in Plenty all their Joys were com- 


| . pleat. 


But now of the making of Cheeſe we ſhall treat, 
The Nurſer of Subjects, bold Britain's chief Meat; 
When they firſt begin it, 
To ſee how the Rennet 25 
Begets the firſt Curd, you wou'd wonder what's in it : 
Then from the blue Whey, when they put the Curd by, 
It looks juſt like Amber, or Clouds in the Sky. 
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Your Turkey Sherbet and Arabian Tea, 
Is Clout- water Stuff to a Diſh of new Whey; 
1 Ky For it cools Head and Brains, 
| | III Vapours it drains, ; 
And tho' your Guts rumble *twill ne'er turn your 
Brains: 
Court Ladies i' th' Morning will drink a whole Pottle: 
And ſend but their Pages with Tankard and Bottle. 
1 Thou 
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„ 
Thou Daughter of Milk, and Mother of Butter, 
Sweet Cream thy due Praiſes how ſhall I now utter? 


For when at the beſt, 
A Thing's well expreſs'd, 


Weare apt to reply, that's the Creant of tbe Feſt ! 


Had I been a Monſe, I believe in my Soul, 


1 had long ſince been drowned in a Cream Bowl. 


The Elixir of Milk, the Dutchmar's Delight, 
By Motion and Jumbling thou bringeſt to Light ; 
But Oh, the loft Stream, 
EY That remains 1n the Cream, 
Old Morpheus ne er taſted ſo {weet in a Dream: 
It removes all Obſtructions, depreſſes the Spleen, 
And makes an old Bawd like a Wench of Fifteen. 


Atnongft the rare Virtues that Milk does produce, 
A Thouſand more Dainties are daily in uſe; 
| For a Pudding PII tell ye, 
F'er it goes in the Belly, 44: 
Muſt have both good Milk, and the Cteam and the jelly 


For dainty fine Pudding without Cream, or Milk, 


Is like a Citizens Wife without Sattin, or Silk. 


In the Virtues of Milk there's more to be muſter d, 
The charming Delights of Cheeſe-Cakes and Cuſtard ; 
For at Toftenbam- Court, | 
You can have no Sport, 
Unleſs you give Cuſtards and Cheeſe-Cakes for't : 
And what is Zack Pudding that makes us to laugh, 
Unlef's he has got a great Cuſtard to quaff. 


Both Pancakes and Fritters of Milk have good Store, 
But a Devonſhire White-pot requires much more ; 

No State you can think, $6.9 

Tho? you ſtudy and wink | 

From the luſty Sack-poſſet to poor Poſſet-drink, 
But Milk's the Ingredient, tho? Sack's ne'er the Worſe, 
Fortis Sack makes the Man, tho' Milk makes the Nurſe. 
| But 
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But now I ſhall treat of a Diſh that is cool, 

A rich clouted Cream, or a Goosberry-Fool ; 

„ A Lady 1 heard tell, 
pet far off, did dwell... 

Made her Husband a Fool, and yet pleas'd him full well: 

Give Thanks to the Dairy then every. Lad, 


That from good natur'd Women ſuch Fools may be had. 


PR | 1 | „ — S Cb * — — —— 
meme Hef ffie Danfſel Bas got the Cow's Teat in her Hand, 


How ſhe merrily ſings, while ſmiling I ſtand; 
Then with Pleaſure I rub, 
Yet impatient I ſcrub. 
When I think of the Bleſſing of a Syllabub : 
Oh Dairy-maids, Milk-maids, {ſuch Bliſs ne'er oppoſe, 
If &er you'll be happy, I ſpeak under the Roſe. 


This Roſe was a Maiden once of your Profeſſion, 
Till the Rake and the Spade had taken Poſſeſſion; 
At length it was ſaid, 
That one Mr. Ed----mond, 
| Pic both dig and ſow in her Parſly- Bed: 
b at the Fool for his Labour deſerves not a Ruſh, 
For grafting a Thiſtle upon a Roſe-Buſb. 


Now Milk-maids take Warming by this Maiden's fall, 
Keep what is your own, and then you'll keep all ; 
c Mind well your Milk-pan, 
+ And ner touch a Man, | 
And yow'll ſtill be a Maid, let him do what he can: 
I am your Well-wiſher, then mind well my Word, 
And give no more Milk than the Cow can afford. 
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